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the effect of the explosion terminated at the very
threshold of the Prime Minister's workroom. I found
him in a little pavilion in the garden, pale, but quite
calm and self-controlled, giving orders in a quiet voice
for the succour of the wounded, among whom one of
his daughters, a girl of fifteen years, had just been dis-
covered. He himself had rescued his only son, four
years of age, from a pile of debris with his own hands.
He told me how he had been about to put his foot on
the heap of plaster and splinters when he caught sight
of a child half buried under it and recognized his son*
The little boy was not seriously hurt, but his daughter's
condition was very grave; she had been given such
first aid as was possible and the arrival of the distinguished
surgeon Pavloff, who'had been summoned by telephone,
was anxiously awaited.
Following is an exact account of what had happened,
according to the information I gained at the scene of
the catastrophe:
Saturday being M. Stolypine's reception day, there
were a good many people waiting to see him in the lower
rooms of the villa. With his accustomed courage he
had disregarded the warnings that had come to him
of an attempt at assassination, and persisted in main-
taining the informal and free access of the public to his
receptions* All were admitted who had anything to
ask of the Minister or any matter to submit to Ms atten-
tion, without presenting any letter of invitation or
credentials or even having to identify themselves. A
few agents of the secret police were stationed in tlie
first antechamber and scrutinized with experienced eye
the visitors as they arrived. In the second antechamber
General Zamiatine, a high functionary in the service of
Ministry, assisted by several secretaries, took tiie